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CHARIVARIA. 

The Lancet asserts that General 
[Elections are bad for the health. This 
is quite correct. We have known 
Governments dic from then. 


The Spectator has pointed out that one 
difficulty in connection with the addi- 
tion of five hundred Members to the 
| Upper Chamber would be that the 
House of Lords is not large enough to 
| hold them all. We believe that the 
Government realises this facet, 


| Mr. W. Hoprpr, a_ well-known 
{American billiard player, has just 
‘married Miss Autice WatsH, of New 
| York, whom he rescued from drowning 
in the surf at Atlantic City. We are 
so glad that this pretty custom of 
wedding the lady whom one saves from 
drowning is not falling into desuetude. 
Personally we always do it. 

[n a letter to The Postman’s Gazetle 
on the subject of the proposed new 
shako, one of the men of letters pleads 


for, say, fifteen seconds.”’ Ropes, with 
handles, suspended from the roof will 
now, we presume, be a feature of every 
well-arranged civic banquet. 


“CATHEDRAL THEFT ”’ 
is a heading which attracts our atten- 
tion in a newspaper. Where were the 
police? One would think it would be 
impossible for anyone to steal a cathe- 
dral without being stopped. 


It is denied that the “ Twopenny 
—, Tube” is about to emulate the 





and will see to it that the new | 
Peers are all very slim men. 





| 
The Harn Marsuar has issued | 
lis orders concerning the robes | 
to be worn by Peers at the! 
Coronation. ‘The mantles.” he 
“are to be worn over full 
Court Dress, Uniform, or Regi- 
mentals.”” Prude! 


SAYS, 


And, “No Jewels or precious 
Stones are to be set or used in 
the Coronets.” This fear of 
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example of the Metropolitan 
Railway, and exhibit in its car- 


=f. . . . . 
4 riages a series of Interesting 
- Views on the Central London 


| Railway. 


“A brave act was witnessed 
in Reading,” The Evening News 
tells us, “when GEORGE 
| Nevinne, a brewer's drayman, 
affected the rescue of a child in 
jthe River Kennet.” We trust 
that he “affected” it favourably. 











Mr. Lioyp GrorGE is becoming 
an obsession with some people. 





be no} 
Socialistic | 
For Knights 


there is to 
to the 
spirit of the age. 

of the 


Further, 
concession 


various 
be a “Collar Day.” 


| 

Madame pr THEBES, 
Parisian prophetess, has now | 
published her forecasts for 1911. | 
As regards Russia, the fate of | 
that country is to be such, she| 
declares, that, rather than say 
What she has read in the book 
of destiny, she prefers to hope 
that she has been mistaken. 
This is supposed to point either | 
to a war with Monaco, in which |} 
Russia will be defeated and an- 
nexed, or else visit from 
the Kartser. 
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THis Is THE KoUGH 


IDEA FOR HIS NEW HOUSE 
Mr. JONES GAVE TO Wis ARCHITECT, 


Wiltcll 


| “Darling,” said the wife, “1 
shall want a little more money 
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AJ. 


for house-keeping this week, as 
'l made all those cakes for 
Christmas Day.” The purse- 
bearer lost his amiable look for 
a moment. “ Well, I can’t 
make bricks without straw,” 
explained the wife. 








“Cheltenham can be regained at the 
next time of asking, but this only il 
we are all equa'ly determined that all 
those other petty, childish, but yet 
formidable and insidious seeds of weak 
ness should be, once and for all, rooted 
out, lock. stock, and barrel,” 

Cheltenhain Looker-on 


See next page for portrait of 
elderly gentleman rooting out a 








The QUEEN, we read, made a 
number of Christmas purchases - 
of toys from the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ 
Help Society. Among the articles Her 
Majesty bought was a collapsible doll’s 
house. We do hope that this will not 
be taken as an encouragement to jerry- 
builders. 





An interesting feature of the Windsor 
Strollers’ performances at the new 
Windsor Theatre, The Daily Mail tells 
us, Was the appearance on the boards 
of a veteran amateur actor, aged 86. 


has often been beaten in the corps de 
ballet. 





AN 


Pb THIS IS THE IDEA WHICH THE ARCHITECT 
GAVE to Mr. Jones. 


ithat, whatever design be adopted, it 
‘should provide a cap that will “ not 
‘only be protective but smart and, if 
possible, artistic, and thus attract and 
not frighten the lovely young maiden 
|who would woo a postman.” The 
addition of a few artificial flowers 
i would only cost a trifle. 


| The Globe mentions, in its “ Hints 


;on Health,” that a correspondent has 


| written to say that an infallible cure 


We believe, however, that this record | for hiccoughs is “to hang by the hands 
{with the legs clear of the ground, the 


hands well apart, and the breath held 


whit] | seed by the barrel. 
said » 
PONV _— 
Miva} | “The concert and dance promoted 
eed | |in its initial state for the purpose of 
encouraging sociability and inte:course 
[EN between the board of trade mem! ers 


and their families is a departure from 
the regular course of the hoard’s line 
of action and it is thought that the move will 
prove one of exceptional merit.” 
Tun One, World. 
| There musi be simpler ways of getting 
to know one’s own family. 
What to do with your White Elephant. 
‘Elephant, trimmed black, evening, day 
three-quarter wrap ; new ; 12s, 64.” 
Advt. in © The Lady.” 
His Besetting Sin. 
exclamation this time was of a 
stronger nature. ‘Well, I’m hange 1!’ he said 
furiously.” —‘* Star” Feuilleton, 
We have spoken to Sam about this 
before. 


** Sam’s 
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WICK BURGHS: THE LAST PHASE. 


‘Le jeu ne vaut pas la chandelle.”) 


We watched her keel across the bar go 
From free wee Kirkwall town; 

We watched her skipper dump his cargo 
Of ballot-boxes down ; 

An Empire hung with pale complexions 
Upon the tidings, tick by tick ; 

For Fate had left, in these Elections, 
The final word with Wick. 


Shetland, that old-established Thule, 
Her bloodless fight had closed ; 
Had nominated, well and duly, 
Her Wason unopposed ; 
The immemorial right she wielded 
To play the last protracted trick— 
That privilege she now had yielded, 
Handing it on to Wick. 


So ends the combat, loud and gory, 
That cost a cool two million quid, 
And leaves the rivals, Rad and Tory, 
Standing (like Scotland) where they did ; 
And I, for one—I can’t help saying, 
As I review the dead and quick, 
This futile game that we've been playing 


Was hardly worth the wick. 0.5. 








OUR WONDERFUL WORLD. 


“ Every genuine Teddy Bear has a small button in the 
ear.” Did you know that? J didn’t. 
of thing one ought to know, otherwise one may be imposed 
upon. Before the postman came this morning I shouldn't 
have been aware of the awfulness of a Teddy Bear with- 
out a button. Now that I have received The Xmas 
Bazaar I feel that a buttonless Teddy Bear would be a 
disgrace. . 

It is an entrancing volume, The Xmas Bazaar. Its roll 
of Teddy Bears (each with a button in the ear) by no 
means exhausts its interest. Were you aware, I wonder, that 
London contains a Plush Jointed Dachshund? I wasn’t 

not until I beheld him waddling across a page of The 
Xmas Bazaar, Would you like a Puddle Duck? Or an 
Indestructible Stuffed Territorial? They are all in The 
Xmas Bazaar. And have you met Squinting Micky? 
He (I quote) “flaps both ears, squints with both eyes, 
and can also move his arms and mouth.” Many readeis 
of The Xmas Bazaar cannot flap either ear. . As 
for Clockwork Foxy Grandpa—but he only costs tenpence- 
halfpenny, so we shall not bother about kim. I doubt 
whether he has a button in his ear. 

These, however, are, after all, mere toys for the young. 
Their elders require more intellectual amusement. The 
Xmas Bazaar has not overlooked the fact. Rightly, 
indeed, do we speak of a merry Christmas. What Christ- 
mas could be less than merry if you have taken the precau- 


| tion to provide yourself with a fivepenny packet of Beetles 


in the Beer? What! Never heard of Beetles in the 
Beer? Hear, then, and marvel. “The joker quietly drops 
one of these beetles into his beer ’—champagne would 
perhaps do as well—‘ and then objects to drink it until 
an offer is made to exchange the liquor. However, on 
second thoughts”—it is taken for granted that the joker 


ang |lts price, but it is a jewel-case. 
et it is the sort) 








is a subtle comedian—“ after removing the beetle he drin] s 
the beer. The company feel ill at the sickly sight. Great 
joke to those in the secret.” 

It made me rock with laughter even to read of it. 
Unfortunately I am a teetotaler, so instead of Beetles in 
the Beer I think I shall get The Ladies’ Cigarette Box. 
“This dainty box has a small ball in the cover. When 
your lady friend presses the ball to obtain a cigarette, she 
receives a spray of water on the nos>.” Capital! And how 
my lady friends will laugh ! 

Concerning the Joke of the Season (price 63d.) I am 
less sure. Uhe Xmas Bazaar seems to speak with a more 
uncertain note on this subject: ‘‘Show your friend the 
latest handy Flash Light, tell him coloured lights will 
appear when the button is slightly pressed. Suggest he 
goes under the table to get a good effect, which he does. 
On his return you know how he has been sold. With 
one of these jokes in your possession you will have endless 
fun.” Quite so. But, well, how has he been sold? The 
Xmas Bazaar is silent on this head. And suppose your 
friend is too stupid to care about coloured lights, and 
declines to accept your suggestion that he should go under 
the table? The world is full of curmudgeons who protest 
that they dislike going under tables. I shall not risk my 
sixpence-halfpenny on The Joke of the Season. 

Instead, | think I must buy The Scent Bottle Joke. 
It costs threepence, and here again we have an opportunity 
of delighting our dear ones. ‘When your friend ”—it is 
well to keep a large supply of friends—‘ removes the cork 
to smell the perfume, the contents of bottle empties down 
his sleeve.” Yes, it is certainly desirable to have a large 
supply of friends. 

And while you are about it you had better spend a 
shilling cn the really stunning humorous effect entitled, 
“«Oh! Oh!’ she cried.” You might not guess it from 
Succinctly its virtues aie 
described: “Snake jumps out of Jewel Box. Creates 
screams of laughter.” 

Hark, too, to the virtues of The Crash Bang Joke. 
They are simplicity itself. “A number of pieces of tuned 
metal when thrown on ground give the sound of glass 
smashing.” Here, plainly, we have the invention of an 
acute psychologist. If The Crash Bang Joke does not 
reach the heart of the British people, nothing will. It is 
redolent of Yuletide’s spirit of merriment. 

Among the minor accessories of a happy Christmas, as 
pictured in this suggestive volume, are Imitation -Cigar 
Ends. “We have designed a perfect cigar end”—I can 
almost see the great conclave at which the perfect cigar end 
was worked out—‘ and are offering these at ld. each.” 
And what, you ask (for your wits are working slowly, you 
know), is the precise application of the perfect cigar end ? 
You would never guess, to look at it, that it was not to be 
placed nicely in an ash-tray. No, it is to be thrown 
into the middle of the billiard table—to give your host 
a .ad moment of fear for his cloth. They need waking 
up, these Idle Rich. Please send me one dozen of your 
perfect cigar ends. 

Another fellow who ought to have some of the conceit 
taken out of him is the fussy Good Samaritan. 
pence you can cure him of his coddling ways by providing 
yourself with The Finger Stall. It is a great notion, The 
Finger Stall. “Your friend” (if you have any left by 
now) “ questions you about your cut finger, then ask him 
to tie a piece of tape to keep the stall secure. Just as 
he is about to tie a knot, you turn around, leaving the 
stall in his possession. The poor fellow, thinking your 
finger has come off, gives a shrieking yell. You Must 
HAVE ONE!” Farceur! 


For two- 
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PEERINGES. 
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Laven wu NN 


THE CHANCE OF A LIFETIME. 


Our Mr. Asquira. “FIVE HUNDRED CORONETS, DIRT-CHEAP! THIS LINE OF GOODS 
OUGHT TO MAKE BUSINESS A BIT BRISKER, WHAT?” 
Our Mr. Luoyp Grorer. “NOT HALF; BOUND TO-GO LIKE HOT CAKES.” 
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like that is so amusing. Then they, house, and Sister Bert tried it on, 

CINDERELLA’S DIARY. went off, and here I am all alone. It; She pulled her skirt up to her knees 
(Picked up in a Provincial Theatre.) jis getting dark, and so | am going to/ and made everybody laugh, but even 
Tuesday.—Sometimes I think I am! cheer myself up by singing a litile. |then she couldn’t get into it. And 

a very lucky girl, having two big g| (Later).—-I am going to the Ball !| Sister Fred made a lot of faces, but she 
sisters to look after me. I expect there My Fairy Godmother, whom Thad often | couldn't. So I said, “ Let me try,” and 


are lots of young girls who have nobody | [heard about, sudde nly came to see us. | they all laughed, but the Prince said I 
at all, and I think they must be so! | told her my sisters were out, and she’s sould, and “of course it fitted at once. 
lonely. There is always plenty of fun 
going on in our house. Yesterday I 
heard Sister Fred telling Sister Bert 
something about her old man coming}and she has got a frock for me and | never been invited, and we had the 
home very late one night-——-L didn’t) eyerything.. She is very kind, but not| trapeze out again, and there was 
quite understand who the old man was, | quite so fairylike as 1 expected. juggling and yentriloquism, and we 
or what it was all about, but I know Wednesday.—-1 have had a lorely|all sang songs about somebody called 
Sister Bert thought it was very funny,| time, and I think I am in love. I got} Flanagan (whom I don’t think I have 
and I seemed to hear a lot of people}to the Ball just as the juggling and! ever met), and Sister Bert kept sitting 
laughing; perhaps it was the fairies.|the | ventriloquism were over —it|down suddenly on the floor. (But 
And then whenever Sister Bert sits} must be a delightful Court to live in—|the Prince didn’t think this was at 
down she always pulls her skirt right | and there was such a sensation as 1l|all funny, so I expect [ must have 
up to her knees, so as people can see | appe ared, The Prince singled me out| been right all the time when I have 
her stockings. I mean there's always | at once. He has the pinkest cheeks, only pretended to laugh. I used to 
something amusing happening. | and the reddest lips of any mana L[) think that perhaps I hadn't a sense of 

Of course I have a good deal of} know, and his voice is sofé and) humour.) And then the Prince kissed 
work to do, and all the washing up, | wentle and oh! L love him. One’ me again, and my Fairy Godmother 
but my sisters are so big and strong} wants a man to be manly and a! camein and kissed us both. Of course 
that one can’t expect them to bother | woman to be womanly, and I don't; we do owe it all to her really, and | 
themselves with niggling little things | think | should love a man if he were at | shall tell Charming so. 


| Ido think I am a wonderful person! 





like that. Besides, they have so many |all like Sister Fred or Sister Bert. 








other things to do. Only this morn-|The Prince is quite different. We! A. A. M. 
ing, when Sister Bert was just going to] were alone most of the time, and we 

sit down, Sister Fred pulled away her|sang several songs together. My| 

chair, and she sat on the floor and her! sisters never recognised me; it was CRACKER MOTTOES. 
legs went up in the air. She said it} most surprising. IL heard Sister Fred | For Mr. Lloyd George. 


was a “grand slam,” which some of us| telling < xy fine-looking gentleman . , . 
= o ; Sea S 9 we ' , & Kither IT am the foremost horse in 
thought very funny. I didn’t laugh!a story about a lodger (whatever that ad J Sig afwepices 
; |: : : the team, or [ am none.”-— FLETCHER. 
self because I never go out any-|is) who had a bit of a head; it sounded 





re, and so [ don’t understand topical | very humorous. Wherever Sister Fred For the Lord Advocate. 
marks, but L do think it is nice to|goes there is sure to be fun. I am! “Qh no, we never Pension them!” 
live in such an amusing house. | indeed a lucky girl to have two such | Haynes Batty (revised). 
(Later).—A wonderful thing has | sisters and to be in love with a Prince. 


1 r | 
happened! Two messengers came from | Sister Bert sat down on the floor twice | 


lor Mr. T. P. O'Connor. 


the Prince an hour ago to invite us to; —it was most amusing. = UK Ress I travelled in the realms 
the ball to-night! 7 ‘d never seen a | A terrible thing happened just as the | of gold.” —Kears. 
messenger in my life, so [ peeped out} clock struck twelve. All my clothes, lor Mr. . Garvin. 

| 


of the chimney corner at them and| turned into rags, and I just ran out of | 

wondered if they would stay to tea.|the room, I was so frightened. Then! 

jut instead of that my sisters put up|I remembered what my Fairy God-! we ER © 
‘ | For Mr. F. ELS, 

what they call a “trapeze” (L never} mother had said about leaving before : 

knew we had one before), and the mes-! twelve o'clock. | suppose she knew * ate tried to conceal him by nam 

sengers did some extraordinary things! what would happen if I didn’t. I’m) ing him wee O. W. Hormes. 

on it, | thought they would kill them-|afraid I left a glass slipper behind—I ‘or Home Rulers. 

selves. After it was over, Sister Fred} hope she won't mind about it. 


« The observed of - Observers.” 
SHAKSPEARE (Lamlet). 


told them a lot of stories hou the old} Well, L've had a lovely time. Even foal — ‘n ras fm r, but es 50 
man, and altogether it was quite dif- if 1 never see the Prince again, I shall a ee ae ee "Jor — 
ferent from what I expected. Ours is| always have this to lk u« back to. 1 oie Sa ia Peas 
a funny house. don’t mind what happens now. For the Dcople. 

As soon as the messengers had gone, Thursday.—I am going to marry the ‘Play with your peers.” Proverb. 


my sisters began to get ready for the | Prince! 1 can’t believe it is true. For the Socialist 
ball. I knew I shouldn't be able to go,| Perhaps it is only a dream, and [| C dwelt j ple halls!” 
because I haven't got a frock, and [| shall wake up soon, but even if it’s a| [ dreamt f dwelt in marble halls: 


; ‘ - : , | +. 3 ; “ps ml, Johemian Garl. 
simply couldn't wear anything of theirs, | dream it’s just as good as if it were Bohemian G 
they are so much bigger than I am.|real. It was all because of the slip- | hor Tariff Reform. 


They finished dressing downstairs for | per [ left behind. The Prince said! 
some reason, where anybody might|that he would marry the person 
have seen them—they are so funny | whom it fitted, because he had fallen oo ; 
about things like that—and we had ajin love with the lady who wore it at For the Country. . 
lot of laughter about the clothes being | the ball (me), and so everybody| “ England does not love coalitions! 
too tight and so on. I think anything!tried it on. And they caine to our! LorD BEACONSFIELD. 


‘He “d make a lovely corpse!” 
| Cuarues Dickens (Martin Chuzzlewit). 








| asked where they had gone, and| Then they all recognised me, and the 
wouldn’t [ like to go too, so of course || Prince kissed me, and a whole lot of 
said I should dove it. So I am going, | people c came into the house who had 
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’m, Cook's CAUGHT A MOUSE IN THE TRAP!” 


YoU THINK IT 'UD LIKE ’OT 
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Mistress. ** WELL, DROWN IT.” 


WATER, OR COLD?” 








TO MY POSTMAN. 
(A Yutetipe Homity.) 
[funy or William, as the case may be 
(Or let me call you Herbert, like your master), 
{inbinder of the bags of destiny, 
The meter-out of sunshine and disaster, 
{ noticed, Herb, 
You capped me yestermorning on the kerb. 


You want your Christmas box? but tell me whiy ; 
Your cousin in the casque and beetle-biffers 
Who quells obstruction with his awful eve 
When frays occur or when the cabman differs, 
He, as a rule, 
fas earned the silvery palm he wears at Yule; 


He keeps the pestilential tramp away : 


Blend of the tireless sleuth-hound and the tough Lynx, 


Ife nearly always knows the time of day, 
And nabs the felon who would pouch my cuff-links ; 
But you, old son, 
What, in the name of Samver, have you done? 
[lave you not always tried to fob me off 
With stale old bills, and futile propaganda, 
\nd moneylenders’ ads, and cures for cough, 
When t was faint for something from Amanda ? 
Ay, and far worse, 
When I expected meeds for flower-like verse ? 


! 
| 
} 
{ 


| 
} 
' 
{ 
} 
| 


| 


i 


Morns there have been—ay! blush for it as red 
As your own pillar-box—when you have simply 
Passed by the front-door gate, and cut me dead, 
Though all your sack with envelopes was pimply : 
Never a line 
To feed the sacred Muse, the fire divine. 


Others again, when you have brought me—wet 
With tears of editors—some homing sonnet, 
Wrapped in a note like this of wild regret : 
“ Your manuscript has every sign upon it 
Of heaven-born flame, 
But will not suit us. Thanks for offering same.” 


At times you ‘ve roused me from the evening lamp 
lor some absurdly unimportant billet 
(Because it failed to wear your footling stamp) 
To squander twopence——by Apollo's fillet! 
At times to weep 
Over some card returned from death's long sleep. 


This is the way, O Herb, you've done your job, 
And now you seek for largesse from the poet! 
Small value have I found for this five bob, 
Still, as you say, it’s Christmas; I'll bestow it; 
Only look here! 


My correspondence must improve next year. Lvon. 








‘ GREAT MASTERS OF LANDS APE PAINTING.” 


Adit. in “The Times.” 


This is what our peer landlords ave reduced to for a living! 
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OF LIGHT VERSE. 


AnoTHER collection of the lighter 
poetry has just come into the world, and I make haste 
welcome it, not, indeed, as having read it through from | 
cover to cover, but as having used it aright by dipping into 
it again and yet again. It is called A Book of Light Verse, 
has been gathe ‘red together by Mr. R. M. Leonarp, and is 
published by the Oxford University Press. Now that the 
Cambridge Press has taken up The Encyclopedia Britannica, 
with all its apparatus of Transatlantic booms and touting 
circulars, it is pleasant to see the printers of Oxford 


modestly putting forth this delightful edition of pret tty | and elemental 1 passions. 


immortalities. 


| 
LronarD has done his | 
with ¢kill and dis-| 
cretion, He gives us less 
than six pages of preface, 
and two of these are taken 
up by a quotation of Mr. | 
Locker-LAMpson’s famous 
definition from the preface | 
to Lyra Elegantiarwn. In 
the body of the book he has | 
grouped his poems pleasantly | 
according to their subjects, 
and has added a small body | 
of notes. Certainly he is 
catholic in his taste, for, 
though he includes no living 
masters (they may still be 
bought to their own profit 
in their own volumes), he 
ranges from CHAUCER| 
through Campion, Herrick, 
Prior, LoveLace and all the 
rest of them to J. K. STEPHEN. 

I do not say that I agree 
with him on every single 

point of his selections or his | 
omissions, but [ agree, and L | 
think most readers will agree, | 
in the vast majority of points, 


Mr. 
work 


<r 


Se 


and no anthologist can} \~* 
properly ask or obtain more. mahi 


It is agreeable to find light 
verse frankly recognised by 


eos 


| does it deal ? 


yt’ 






It may be playful or tender, but it must not 
he spiteful or mawkish. lt may be humorous or regretful, 


and gayer sort of| 'but the humour must not be mere buffoonery and the 
to| regret must not become a bitter lamentation. 


It can sport 
' with the little grief of a child, but it has no concern with 
the tragedy that ruins a man’s life. It may invite a friend; 
it can never denounce or trample on a foe. It can prick 
folly as it flies, but it averts its gaze from vice. It may 
recognise with a sigh the sense of tears in mortal things; 
it may even shed a half-acknowledged tear; but its sorrow 
is touched with resignation and with hope. It may play 
lightly with the emotions, but it leaves to others barbarous 
It is refined without affectation, 
polite without servility; often 
conventional, but never dull. 
It may be serious in inten- 
tion, but it must be sparkling 
in manner. [Even if it speaks 
in the guise of a lover it 
must be ready to laugh love 
away with a jest. It may 
be as gay and gallant as the 
ideal courtier, but a loyal 
heart must beat beneath the 
silks and laces evn while 
the pretty compliment is 
being turned. Friendship it 
delights in, and the cheerful 


intercourse of men and all 
that is pure and of good 
report. It can smile with 


| you along the pleasant paths; 
if can encourage you with 
happy raillery or console 
you with a song when the 
ways are rough and thorny; 
and through all and above 
all it offers you a com- 
panionship which is never 
exacting, a learning which is 
never pedantic, and a know- 
ledge of life which is never 
ponderous. 


So much for what I may 
call the spirit of light verse. 
As to its execution much 
might be said and many 
examples might be given if 








: sat 
a great and learned univer- | space permitted. Here [ 
" mm . - eae ; . > 3a 7 
sity. Too often there has | “Now, JoHNNY, WHAT WAS THE SERMON ABOUT? must content myself with 
becn more than a hint of | ** WEREN'T YOU LISTENING, MorueEer ?” | saying that the language 
patronage in the attitude of —— -——— must be simple, natural, 
the academic towards the airy sportiveness of the friendly;and easy. The sentences must flow in a _ happy 


muse, as though we were to understand that the light 


versifier must not presume to count himself a poet because 


men had been beguiled by his efforts into a smile. Now, 
however, all this is changed, no doubt owing to the 


presence in Oxford of Mr. 


A. D. GopLey, a most witty poet 
and 


profoundly learned man. Let us agree, then, that 
if a man is to write good light verse he must be a poet 
though he may consciously circumscribe his genius. He 
may refrain from those loftier flights in which a great poet 
exercises his wings, but wings he must have, though they 
never bear him beyond the pretty g sarden-flowers or out of 
hearing of the pleasant conversation of his friends. 


What, then, is this kind i. verse, and with what subjects | concerned. 


sequiuce of the right words. There must be no rough 
inversions tearing the words from their due order merely to 
suit the exigencies of rhyme cr metre. This is to be the 
abject slave of your rhymes, instead of their gallant master. 
And to the rhymes themselves, they must have the 
appearance of being absolutely inevitable, as though, in 
fact, they were the only words which enabled the writer 
to express his thought adequately. Even those daring 
acrobats of verse who dance on a tight-rope of three- 
syllable rhymes must have a care to their feet, for a slip 
may be fatal. And if anyone should dare to rhyme 
“harder” with “ Armada” and “grate” with “ great’ he 
will be held doubly accursed, first as a Cockney and next as 


as 


ja Fre nchman—so far at least as his wretched rg are 


R. C. I 
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Yokel. ‘’OUNDS BE GONE ACKOST YONDER, MISTER.” 
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Boxing-Day Sportsman. ‘‘OH, HANG THE HOUNDS. 


intl 
if 


e~ Kol Sov7y 


WHERE'S THE HOTEL ¢” 








YULETIDE YARNS.—2. 


‘Ring out the false ; 


ring in the true.” 
THe Waits. 
The False. 
Listen to the sweet refrain 
Floating down the moonlit lane— 
Wench and stripling, lad and lass, 
Chanting Good King Wenceslas. 
The True. 
Every evening at the gate 
Figures the accurséd Wait : 
All of them, I say, are curs’d; 
But the basses are the worst. 
Tue Postman’s Curistmas Box. 
The False. 
“This has been a heavy year; 
| Give him half-a-sovereign, dear.” 
| The True. 
‘Nothing but rejected verse! 
lell the man I’ve lost my purse.” 
| CRACKERS, 
The False. 
There are crackers for the boys, 
| Crammed with quips and caps and 
toys. 
The True. 
| There is something which they lack ; 
| Crackers do not always crack. 








SNOWBALLING. 
The False. 
Everyone whose heart is right 
Loves to have a snowball fight. 
The True. 
I have never loved it yet; 
English snow is very wet. 
SKATING. 
The False. 
O'er the ringing ice we skim, 
Glad at heart and lithe of limb. 
The True. 
Skating is a fraud, I think ; 
There is plenty at the rink. 


SLIDING. 
The False. 
When it freezes, we shall make 
Splendid slides upon the lake. 
The True. 
If I want to have a fall, 
I can get it in the hall. 


SKI-ING. 
The False. 
* Let us ski across the downs; 
We can call upon the Browns.” 
The True. 
“On the whole I feel that we 
Should not shine upon a ski.” 





SEEING THE New YEAR IN, 
The False. 
Here we stand, mid frost and rime, 
List’ning for the village chime; 
Soon the solemn note is heard, 
And the Vicar says a word. 
The True. 
Playing Bridge, we do not hear 
When the bells ring off the year, 
And discover with a shock 
It is nearly two o'clock. 








Seasonable Greeting. 

For Sittinac MemBers,— Mr. 
Blank begs to wish you the compli- 
ments of the season and to solicit the 
favour of your vote at all the elections 
in the New Year.” 

‘The ship rides the Atlantic waves with 
ridiculous case, and most of the passengers have 
mustered for every meal,” 

The Daily Telegraph. 
It is really quite an ordinary condi- 
ment. (N.B.—To get the full flavour 
of this paragraph read it aloud to your 
friends.) 


The Flowing Bowl. 
**CuURISTMAS FESTIVITIES. 
G:ve your friends ——’s soda water.” 
Advt. in ‘‘ Manchester Guardian.” 


Keep it moving, Perkins. 
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AT THE PLAY. 


“THe Brive Birp.” 

On my second annual visit to Mr. | 
TreNCH’s aviary in the Haymarket | 
confess that I forfeited the Luxury-of- | 
Being -in-one’s- Stall-at-the-Start in 
favour of the more human Happiness-of- 
Dining-in-Comfort. But I saw quite as. 
many beautiful things as I can ever take | 
in at one sitting. I did not however find 
occasion to make any great change in 
my opinion of M. MArrer rNck’s 
work, I felt, as I felt before, that if he 
chooses to represent the search for 





Ayes 06 


a 
“ith pear shaped hgure, to Tyltyl 
Ral ‘LT am the Luxury-of- 


Cfeutle nian 
Mister Eute 
Owning- Land.’ 

Peer’s Voice (from the Pit), ** Then you must 
have heen overlooked by Lloyd George !” 





happiness symbolically in the concrete 
shape of children looking about for a 
Blue Bird, he should be logical with 
his symbols and not make them behave | 
as they never would or could; not 
make his children hang about chureh- | 
yards at midnight, for instance, or in- 
spect caverns full of noxious bogies. 

In any work, too, of which the 
decorative quality keeps the eye busily 
employed, | protest that the spectator 
ought not to be made to think too 
furiously. The general scheme of this 
allegory may be simple enough, but! 
over its details, often apparently arbi-! 
rary, one exhausts oneself in trying to! 
discover a meaning where I daresay 
the author himself was at a loss to 
know what he was driving at. 

The new scenes, showing (1) a feast 
of wanton and obese gourmands; (2) 
the same as gibbering brown spectres 


las Bread, contributed some nice effects 


good, and showed, I thought, a 


lby Miss SEYLER. 


stripped of their external gauds and | the veiled movements of the white 
internal adipose deposit; (3) a bevyj|draperies in the gloom of the forest 
of higher Happinesses, did not help| were too rapid, and gave the effect of a 
much to remedy the inconsistency of the ; pillow-fight. 

author’s original design. For here, to| I should like to end by saying that, 
judge by their nomenclature, we have|after all traceable faults have been 
a host of abstractions—such as the| found, The Blue Bird, if not taken too 
Happiness-of-Being-Well, and the Joy-| seriously (as in some of the above 
of - Wa! king-Barefoot-in-the-Dew—im- | stodgy remarks), is a really delightful 
ported into a play which sets out to entertainment. O. 8. 
illustrate its ideas by symbolism. What “Our Litre Crmperetta.” 

are these humanised abstractions doing 

here? They ought to be birds. If you On another page I have 
start by symbolising your Happiness- | 8¥€S5_ 26 the Bs. Maes which 
in-Chief as a Blue Pigeon then your pantomime strikes Cinderella. 





made a 
modern 
Let me 


particular Happinesses should  be|**Y - ce that 1 do not mean 
represented by Blue Canaries and Cinderella of the Playhouse, for Mr. 
. - “ss ig ’ > TT" . ‘ . « « « © 

Green Thrushes and Purple Tomtits. Leo Trevor has made a _ gallant 
The fact is that M. Marrer.inck has|2ttempt to escape from modern 
strung loosely together some pretty serene ary ugly sisters” are 
fancies and moral lessons, and that Mr.| WOME, IS frince 18 & man, for 

this alone he deserves our thanks. 


TRENCH has given them an amazingly 
heautiful setting; but to say that 
The Blue Bird is a perfect work of 
art, in any constructive sense, is to 
talk through one’s Gibus. 

In the interval that followed these 
novelties I own that I freely enjoyed 
the Luxury-of-Not-Being-Preached-at. 
What the boy Tyltyl thought of it 
all I can’t imagine; or how he con- 
trived to escape the self-conscious- 
ness which everybody was working 


Moreover the story goes along straight- 
forwardly, without any pauses for per- 
forming seals and such, while the 
lyrics have a real connection with the 
plot, and never wander into irrelevant 


hard to instil into him. It is enor- 
mously to the credit of his un- 
defeatable mnocence that he didn’t 


wake up next morning a confirmed 
prig. It was no fault of the style of 
instruction employed by his guides and 
councillors—Light and Night, and the 
Caretaker of the Palace of Happiness 
from whose lips came a steady flow 
of adult rhetoric like a dictation lesson. 
What should a little child of nature 
want to know, for example, of the 
“peerless joy of maternal love”? All 
this kind of thing was really being shot | 
over his head at the larger intelligences 
of stall and pit. 

The play could well do with a little 
more comic relief, though Mr. Riary, 









ainopaeanre | 


\ 
“Quan 


Ae at taehidi 


HPjEs 0H. 


\ 


in this line, and Tyltyl was funny 
among the tombstones. — .rsonally, | 
never frequent churchyards at midnight 
and cannot say whether jokes about 
the dead are regarded as more seemly 


** Maude, with his exquisite face, 

And wild voice pealing up to the sunny sky.” 

Tennyson. 

Lord Punt rf did. 
inquiries after Kelly. In fact, Mr. 
at this hour than in broad daylight.|TREVorR gave himself every chance of 
Master Ertc Raw was extraordinarily | success, and then, alas! just missed it. 
more! I first began to fear that he had 
appreciative interest in the various | missed it when one of the sisters started 
exhibits than the previous 7'ylty/ did, | cutting short her words in the manner 
[ missed Miss INA PeLLY Wuter, | of Puiu Ray. This method of conver- 
but she had had a hand in the charm- | sation, straight from the Tivoli, always 
ing dances, and her place was well filled | makes me laugh, but it also made me 
; | wonder whether Mr. Trevor meant to 

The lighting (and darkening) was' borrow anything else from the music- 
admirably handled, notably in the halls. And so when fun began to be 
approach to the Land of Memory, but extracted from the fact that the Baron’s 


Mr, Cynit MAUDE 





as 
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clothes smelt unpleasantly of Bloomer’s 
Beetle Powder, and when the Baron bent 
down to the accompaniment of a loud 
tearing noise, why then I knew that 
we should have to wait till next year 
for the real Cinderella. 

But Our Little Cinderella will do to 
go on with; it is a step in the right 
Aivection. HerrMANN L6nR’s music is 
pretty, the play is beautifully staged, 
and the lyrics of ArtHuR WIMPERIS 
are well above the average. (One 
verse, in a song called “ The Captain,” 
should be left out; decent theatres 
don’t sneer at the Territorials nowa- 
days.) And if some of the “ book” is 
a little stuffy there is a good deal in it 
that is fresh and charming. In facet, it 
comes midway between Pinkie and 
Pantomime; and the question is 
whether its attempt to attract the 
devotees of each will make a lasting 
appeal to those of either. Luckily, 
however, for the suecess of The Play- 
house afternoons one hears a lot of the 
“moderate man” just now. 

Mr. Cyrin Maupre as the Baron, 
Lord Punterfield, is as delightful in 
this sort of play as he is in any other. 
He, his servant Massenger (Mr. H. J. 
Korb), and Hurlingham (My. RoBert 
AVERELL) provided most of the fun, the 
last-named being areal tower of strength 
to the cast. Mr. Huspert Bromiow 
Was an extremely handsome Prinee, 
but I don’t think he ought to have made 
eyes at the stalls. Both the sisters 
were good ; and Miss Marcery MAupDE 
Was very sweet and simple and pretty 
as Cinderella. I liked her best in her 
old clothes and with her hair down, 
and she too seemed more at home then. 
To one dear little fairy, whom I take 
to have been Miss RENEE Mayer, | 
offer my humble tribute of thanks— 
bless her! M. 








BUSINESS IS BUSINESS; 
Or, THE New IpkALIsM. 

Iv has been urged upon Mr. Haronp 
Cox and Mr. Betxoc that they should 
stand again for Parliament, not as 
Liberals or Conservatives, but in the 
Business Government interest. Hither- 
to, however, the Business party’s de- 
mands have not been defined. Perhaps 
the following Election Address might 
be found useful when the time comes. 

To the Electors of 

Gentlemen (or to be more practical, 


Men) of——, I come before you as 
1 * . E 

a@ Candidate for the vacaney caused 

by the [here slate reason of bye- 


election| of your late Member. I 


will not waste either your time or 
my own by polite and flattering 


circumlocution, which means nothing. 
I do not consider you the most en- 





an (aX b 


"0 











fadignant Lady. “ VVE BEEN WAVING AND SHOUTING TO THE DRIVER. WHERE ARE 
HIS EYES?” 

Conductor. ‘*Tuk FAacr 1s, LADY, HE’s ONLY GOT ONE PAIR, AND HE KEEPS THEM FoR 
HIS MISSUS.” 
. . | 
lightened set of voters in the country, | department through and through, The 


nor do you want to be called so. 
understand each other. I want to get 
into Parliament in order to keep an eye 


We) 


first essential in a Foreign Secretary 
is fluent French and a smattering, of 


‘course, of other tongues, therefore I 


on the rascals already there, and see | 


that they do not talk too much and too 
insincerely and squander public money ; 
you want a representative who will 
protect your interests. 

The old fetish of Party is dead, so 
far as 1 am eoncerned. When the 
Government brings in a measure that | 
believe in I shall vote for it; when it 
brings in a measure that I do not care 
about I shall vote against it. I intend 
to be equally at home in both Lobbies 
if need be; and the Government Whip 
and I will never be heard calling each 
other “ old chap.” 


is a kind of glorified Whiteley’s. Every 
holder of office must understand 





of Languages 


should go for him to the Berligo School | 
and take their most 
capable linguist. The War Minister 
should be a practical soldier, and one 
knows only too well where to find him. 


The Chancellor of the Exchequer should 
| 


understand finance; a RorHscHILD could 


‘easily be found for the post, and who 
better? The best Home Secretary is an 


experienced London stipendiary magis- 
trate. (No humourist need apply.) The 


‘perfect Postmaster-General would be 


an elderly, thoughtful postman. And 
soon. All my selections, you observe, 


‘would be characterised by a blunt, 
My ideal of the House of Commons | 


his 


genial common sense. 
As for the Premier, he should above 
ull things be a shrewd, prosperous man 
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Perp-ry Colonel. ‘‘ CAN'T COME THIS WAY, YOUNGSTER, WE'RE DESTROYING THE LINE,” 
Nervous Sub. ‘‘ Bur Excuse ME, Sir, I'M A—ER—ARMOURED TRAIN.” 
Colonel. ‘‘AnmourRED TRAIN, ARE you? Wert, I'm A D——D FLYING MACHINE! So cLEAR ouT!” 








of affairs, one who knows the world | saint salah ie sai tion has happened since! The Liberals 
and is awake to its little games, as high THE REJECTED PHRASE, have had a majority three times run- 
above pa ty as poverty,andaccustomed| Tue poor old fellow groaned andjning. I had made quite certain of 
to authority. [should not demand in, then rose wearily. | regular employment by their Press this 
him any intimacy with Parliamentary} ‘ Well, well,” he cried. “I suppose | time, but——’’ 
procedure; he could always be kept, I shall have to go on the rates... . “But who are you, anyhow?” I 
right by legal advisers at his elbow.| ‘ You don’t understand? Perhaps| burst out. 
What I do demand in him is commer- | you don’t know all the years I've been | “IT? Surely youknow me? I used 
cial imagination, the instinct for suc-|employed, Sir. I have been employed | to be one of the best known election 
cess. Such a man, for example, as Sir regularly. I have scarcely missed an/phrases in Englind. I've had my 
TxHomaAs Lipron or Mr. Josern Lyons election; ‘68, ‘74, '80 (’85 IL don’t place in the leading article of nearly 
or Mr. George Epwarpes—men who count—I was out of work for such a every losing side since 68. But while 
have worked their way to positions of short time), '86, 92,95. I had a fat I managed to hang on in '85 and 1900, 
eminence and respect—men whose job on each occasion. All the papers I can’t hang on any longer. I'm the 
names are familiar as household words gave mespace. But there’; mn end at} well-known SwinG or THE PENDULUM!” 
men to whom failure is unknown) last.” 
and unthinkable—men who have no} I nodded sympathetically, as if I] An advertisement in the Nassau 
gift of spurious rhetoric, no medizval| understood, which I didn’t. Guardian and Bahama Islands Advo- 
superstitions, no patience with frippery,| ‘‘ When did you begin to suffer?” I} cate and Intelligencer (the paper every- 
no aptitude for marking time. Such a} asked. + ig talking about just -— it’s 
cont would be a pleasure and privi-| “ 1900,” he answered NO ing. Ae veer Me sgagdh cece ts t 
lege to serve, and under him England} “ 1900 was the beginning. I saw before} haye a copy)—well, an advertisement in 
would rapidly recover her old commer-|the election was three days old that) jt starts as follows: 














cial prestige and gain a reputation for I'd get no work that time! And “Tn connection with my Fresh Meat Trade I 
mercantile ability that she has never} didn’t. However, 1906 cheered me up. | have installed a Cold Storage Cabinet in which 
yet enjoyed. I had a thoroughly good run all the) I can take care of all my customers.” 

This, Voters of ——, is my creed. | election.” The rush for places in this Cabinet in 
Return me as your Member and I will} ‘Then what has happened since?" | hot weather is said to be terrific; even 
do my best for you and forthe country.| ‘The election of last January has|Mr. AsquitH has never experienced 








Your Friend. happened since! This December elec- | anything like it. 
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NO MOURNERS. 


} 
| AND TOO MANY ELECTIONS.” 
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Tue Orv Year. “I'M AFRAID I HAVEN'T BEEN VERY POPULAR. TOO LITTLE SUN, 











[ Dies. 



































DecEMBER 28, 1910.] PUNC 


H, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 463 











PATAGONIAN WRESTLING. 


(By a“ Times” expert.) 


Arrer the Icelandic wrestlers come} 


the Patagonians, the dernier cri in the 
annals of the palaestra. Ball games— 
if we except the primitive sport known | 
as Boltibol, introduced by the troglo- 
dyte immigrants from Peru in ‘the 
eighth century—have never caught on 
in Patagonia, and it is not surprising 
that the gigantic aborigines, a gizzard- 
hearted set of men who preferred 
fighting to every other 
pastime, should have 
adopted wrestling 
as their favourite} 
diveision. 

As far back as the 
fifteenth century 
Prince Alfonso, known | 
aus the Trottore di} 

| 


Globo, alluded to the 
species of co-operative 


contest known as} 
Skrimehanko, prac- | 
tised by the Pata-; 


gonian braves on the! 
borders of Tierra del | 
luego. From that} 
day until the visit of | 
Mr. Hesketru Pricn- | 
arp the knowledge | 
of Skrim, as it 
generally called, 

w jealously 
national secret, and | 
no exhibition was} 
viven before strangers | 
until Mr. Pricnarp’s| 
visit in quest of the 
Giant Sloth, when 
two Patagonian) 
Bishops, eee 
Stykkibak and Tango 
Blennidip, wrestled in 
his presence at the | 
Court of King Coco-} 


is 
was 
guarded 


} 


' 


| 
| 


' 

drillo. 
Now, however, the] Suggest 
barrier is broken We Bennae 
down, and Ocecabot — id acescemieaaihiel 


Tueyvan, the champion of Patagonia, 
is giving object-lessons in co-operative 
Skrime hanko to the Londoners. Years 
ago this writer saw Patagonian wrest- 
ling in the Falkland Islands, but the 


periormance Was perfunctory, and a 
charming young giantess, measuring 
6 ft. 8 in. in her stockings, with 


amber-coloured hair and emer: ald eyes, 
who had donned her “ dinkiest ” pam- 
pooties with alabaster speedles in 
honour of the occasion, was far 
better worth looking at than the 
laborious efforts of the perspiring | 
Skrimehankers. She reminded me of 
the lines of Krats :-— 





C 


By her in stature the tall Amazon 
Had stood a pygmy’s growth. 
have ta’en 

Achilles by the hair and bent his neck, 

Or with a finger stayed Ixion’s wheel. 
Truly she was a most enchanting scion 
of the era of Struldbrug. 

But to return to Occabot Tueyvan, 
who is to wrestle to-morrow night at 


forbidden. The stance is remarkably 
open, resembling the posture of a skater 
executing the Mohawk. The various 
refinements of the hipe, the swoggle, 
and the dorsal portamento are all used 
to good purpose by the Patagonian 
expert. So also are the variants of 
the spoop and the counter - spoop, 


She 


could 


the Bolosseum with Strindberg, the} which involve a temporary declutch- 
Horrible Finn. He isa beautifully built|ing of the clavicular clinker-hold— 
athlete, whose muscular development is|always a dangerous manceuyre—but 


only equalled by his superlative artistry. 
Indeed, in sheer bravura of footwork 
he reminds me more of a great organ.st 


they are seldom resorted to without 
triumphant results by the best ex- 
ponents of Skrimchanko. 

; The costume of the 

| Patagonian wrestlers, 
again, is quite un- 
usual in its tessitura. 
It consists of the 
bastique, a sort of 
kilt made of the un- 
tanned hide of the 
Giant Sloth; asteeple- 
erowned sombrero; 
and waterproof bus- 
kins of porbeagle skin 
laced with thongs of 
‘aw mesquit. A close- 
fitting vest of granu- 
lated calabash com- 
pletes the costume. 
It should be added 
that, unlike the Cum- 
berland, Cornish and 
Greco-Roman wrest- 
lers, the Patagonians 





sing without inter- 
mission during each 


of the bouts to the 
accompaniment of a 
brass nose-flute played 
by their backers. 
Skrimchanko, in 
fine, is the most intel- 
lectual and exquisite 
style of wrestling 
known, and its variety 
seems inexhaustible. 
But its complexity is 





ELEBRITIES OUT OF THEIR ELEMENT. so great and cryptic 
‘d by a sad picture of Mr. Grahame- White in a Bath-chair. that to master it is 
Dp SHAW LOOKS IN FOR AFTERNOON TEA AT THE VICARAGE. the study of a life- 
-—— —— time; and even the 
than anything else. His polyphonic English athlete of infinite leisure 


dexterity is a treat to witness, and in| could hardly hope to acquire the 

sheer contrapuntal prestidigitation he|transcendent but apparently effortless 

recalls the best achievements of G.O.}technique of an Occabot. We ad- 

SmitH or BLoomer, mire but dare not imitate his post- 
Tur Straussian virtuosity. 


Without diagrams it is impossible, 
‘of course, to give a lucid explanation of 
>] rable gs ‘ er- - 
the innumerable gambia and — E-| Rey, F. B. Meyer, vice chairman, waied out 
gambits of the Patagonian wrestlers. | ¢hat in future this organisation wil be known 
The grip is strongly reminiscent of the|as the Nat onal Coun i. of Pub ie Morals—a 


TECHNIQUE OF SKRIMCHANKO. 









the chairman of the 
| National Counce] of V’ub.ie Morals, and the 


‘Archdeacon Sinc'air, 


corbel-elutch pre actised by the Tony- | title which, it is suggested, is moe in keeping 
| a with refractory a the comp rehensive educational character 
pandy miners in dealing wit of the werk.” Manning Leader. 


But all sclafting, bufiling, y 
rigorously | That settles it. 


| policemen. 


jclicking and tamping are Now we shall join. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


You open The Private Life of Cecil Rhodes, by his Private | 


Secretary, with every hope of studying human greatness | 
apart from the de lusive glare of the limelight. You think 
to at last the }impire-maker’ s attitude to a 
refractory stud, discover the genesis of an imperial idea 
over the buttered egg. At any rate, you shall see for 
yourself the true relations of those public schemes of which 
you read with those domestic circumstances which you 
have experienced. You close the book with a sense of 
having learnt little more than that one Ceci RHoDEs, a| 


discover 


plu ocrat, was most kind to his employés, and not, as has} 
to drink. | 
; . ° ye | 
For the rest there is an interesting account of Kimberley | 


apparently been alleged, in any way a‘ldictec 
under siege, and a detailed programme of the great man's 
funeral. 
Mr. Joun Lane's excellently upholstered publication, but 
the dismal truth is that, whether from too little acquaint- 
ance with the art or too 


much with the subject, Mr. 








| (ConsTabLe), insists rather unnecessarily upon his youth, 
for that he is young in thought—whatever his years may 
| be—i is abund: antly evident. I am not, however, saying this 
|in a spirit of depreciation, because youthfulness gives a 
charm to his book. I have great hopes for Mr. W ASH- 
BURN, since his complaint (if it is a complaint) is one 
which can be cured. He is that rare anomaly, a delightful 
| platitudinarian; and to listen to him taiking about love, 
|for instance, as ingenuous an entertainment as can 
possibly be desired. Nevertheless it would be unfair to 
him if I failed to add that he does not confine himself 
to pli atitudes. It may be superfluous for him to state (in 
brackets) that “no sincere feeling is despicable,” but I can 
congratulate him upon his observation when he says that 
the Philistines “are at bottom the most sentimental of 
creatures.” As for Paris, he has captured the elusive 





is 


spirit of that city, and when otherwise disengaged he 
| writes of his captive with genuine feeling. For Mr. 


I should have liked to say a word in fayour of| Lester Hornsy’s illustrations | have nothing but praise. 


I fancy that Baroness Vou Hu TTEN might have found 
—_—_—— several more suitable titles 
\for her latest novel than 





Puinie JourpDAN has not} 
shown himself a_ gifted 
biographer. He gives you) 


a number of details of ‘the | 
real life, but leaves behind | 
him no impression of the} 
real man. And that, I am| 
afraid, does not spell suc- | 
cess. 


} 


| Lhe Green Patch (Hutcnin- 
son), because the incident 
to which this refers does 
inot come till almost the 
end of the book, when what 
is, to my mind, the best 
part of the story has been 
told. Really, there are two 
stories. The first t eats, 





Of course if a nicely- 
brought-up young girl, and 
a clergyman’s daughter 
too, must run away with a 
free-thinking Socialist, | 
bearing the ominous name} 
of Hammeryard, when she 








delightfully, of the growing 
up of the three Lambe girls, 
and the life of their c'\arm- 
ing scatter-brained father. 
In an early chapter the 
children (abandoned in an 
open-boat by their parent, 
who has dived ov rboard to 

















has just promised to marry 
a virtuous, if terribly self- 
satisfied, Conservative M.P., 
well, what can one expect 

That is what the heroine - - 
of The Bride’s Mirror (HutcHinson) does, 

heavily she has to suffer for it; and to us at 
rashness seems all the more surprising because Mar- 
GARET Battie Saunpers has penalised her with the 
curiously cacophonous name of Sheila Sachster, which 
anyone (I should have supposed) would have taken the 


IMPROBABLE 


A BookING-oFFIcE CLERK 
WHOM HE HAS GIVEN 


onl very | 
least her 


earliest opportunity to alter by legal ceremony ; for 
it was only after some time and earnest entreaty that 
Hammeryard consented to marry her. All the figures 
reflected in The Bride’s Mirror are very clever and 


very clearly defined, 
haunting image ; 


Sheila herself being a particularly 
the authoress too has a fine, if rather 
bitter, sense of humour. 2 Adela but Christian 
charity, when things are made legal, and that—and I 
believe she has suffered gr Bowe doesn’t it? After all, it 
has to.” ‘I hope,’ said Adeliza cuttingly, ‘my principles 
will never descend to expediency.’ ’’ But was it necessary to 
add to Hammeryard’s already colossal iniquities by making 
him lereditarily in league with the Powers of Darkness ? 
If there be any ethics in novel-writing, it is the aristocrat 
surely, not the self-made man, who should descend from 
wicked and Rosicrucian forebears. 


Mr. Cuaupr Wasnpury, in Pages from the Book of Paris 


FORC 
TOO LITTLE CHANGE, 


| This 


bathe, and forgotten them) 
are rescued by Hughie 
Heap He promptly 
falls in love with beautiful 

. ' ste pid Sylvia, the eldest; 
| Susan, the second, is equally in love with him ; and the 
| third girl, Daphne, cares for nobody but her father. The 
question which of them he will marry provides the plot 
of the tale, and very well told and enterta‘ning it is. But 
when this was finally settled, and for some reason the book 
was found to be not quite the right length, I rather fancy 
that Baroness Von Huttrex may have said to herself, 
‘Why 1 tack on an excellent idea I’ve got about 
husband who accidentally puts out the eye of his wife's 
lover?” Accordingly the whole thing is shifted off to 
Malta, with a married Daphne as heroine, and a new set of 
characters. Iiven the note of these last chapters is 
different. The second story is exceedingly clever in its 
own way; but I objected to it because it was so obviously 
not the one we bean with. Besides, I wanted to hear 
what had become of all the nice people in the other. 


SCENES.—IX. 


IBLY 


RETRIEVING A PASSENGER TO 











** Corre ‘tion. —P. 
Mercury there is a misp rint. 
instead of ‘‘ old higginfot. 


Mitchelmore 
it 


writes : ‘In my letter in Saturday’s 
should 1ead the old shipping port, 


having been satisfactorily explained, the local 
“Mitchelmore Society” is now turning its attention to the 
more obscure passages of Brownina. 
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, VUE Tory Earl of Meadsbridge had given up his park to the Boy Scouts for a field-day. All the neighbourhood 


a don mst omnes, 








was made free to come and look on. Like so many of his order and political persuasion, he had been at much 


| expense of money and pains to assist Mr. Hanpane in his Territorial Scheme, but his heart was even more deeply 


engaged in the success of the Boy Scouts movement, which he regarded as the best thing that had happened to 
England within his memory. His youngest boy had joined them, and was at this moment manceuvring beside his 
favourite comrade, the son of the local plumber. 

Tory by tradition, but very liberal in all matters that concerned his tenantry, the Earl himself had never taken 
more than a desultory interest in party-politics, and was therefore classed among the “ Wild Peers’’ or “ Backwoods- 
men” that go to make the gaiety of Limehouse. But his eldest son had stood for the neighbouring borough of 
Meadsbridge and just been defeated by a Radical carpet-bagger from London—Blagden by name—who had rented a 
villa in the neighbourhood in order to woo the constituency. He had lingered in the scenes of his triumph and was 
among the spectators in the park this afternoon. I chanced to find myself beside him. On his other side, also by 
chance, was Joynes, the plumber, watching his son at work with the Scouts. I think the new M.P. must have 
imagined Joynes to be one of his working-men supporters, for he opened speech with him on a note of affability. 

‘An excellent idea, these Boy Scouts,” he said, “if only it doesn’t encourage the military spirit. Socially and 
morally I am all in favour of the movement; brings all kinds together; helps to break down class-hatred.” 

“Don’t you let Luoyp GrorGeE hear you saying things like that, Sir,” said Joynes. 

Blagden threw a quick glance of suspicion at his man. “If the CHance.tor,” he replied, “ may seem at times 
to say a few hard home-truths about the Peers, you ought not to blame him. It all comes of his passion for the Cause 
of the People.” 

“Well, I’m one of the People,” said Joynes, “ but I voted Unionist.” 

“You voted for the Peers?” said Blagden, employing The Daily Chronicle's party-denomination. “ But that’s 
very generous of you, and rather exceptional.” 

“Why ‘exceptional’? ”’ said Joynes. “A good half of England voted my way this election.” 

“Ah, but those were the well-to-do, with their selfish interests—publicans and pluralists and so forth.” 

“Don’t you make any mistake about that, Sir,” said Joynes. ‘Lots of ’em were of my class, and thousands 
and thousands more would have voted the same way if they could have got the idea of the Referendum into their 
thick heads. But a week's notice wasn’t enough. You want a whole Zoo-ful of parrots saying nothing else’ for a 
couple of years on end. Then they begin to take it in, like ‘ Your food will cost you more.’ Give ‘em time and I'd 
bet you an even dollar that if they could have a Referendum on the Referendum they 'd accept it.” 
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‘Trust the People’s Representatives,’ is our watchword. Your Tory Candidates went about saying: ‘ Don’t trust me; 
trust yourselves.’ And the People took ’em at their word.” 

It was at this point that I intervened in the cause of comity. “If I may venture to say so, you seem, Sir,’ 
said I, “to assume that the Liberals will have a monopoly of Government for the remainder of Time. That is a 
prospect w' ich, as a cross-bencher, I should regard with abhorrence for its lack of variety.’ But supposing— 


violently curtailing the franchise as to ensure their party a continuance of power till the crack of doom—again a 


Referendum, for which, in the plenitude of your strength, you have nothing but contempt ?” 
“There would be a Revolution,” said Blagden, sonorously. 


Unionists come back. What about Ulster?” 


very genial countenance. “ Let’s stick,” he said, “to the Referendum. I happen, though not a party-politician myself, 
to be addicted to the habit of referring to my own constituency.” 

“ And what may your constituency be?” said Blagden. 

“ The civilised world in general,” said the old gentleman calmly; then added, as if to correct an impression of 
immodesty, “in particular, the British Empire.” 

I could see that Blagden thought he had to do with a soft-brained old crony who ought to be humoured. 
* And how often,” said he, “do you use the Referendum ?” 

“Once a week, and, by way of confirmation, twice a year. It chances that I have at this momcnt, under my 
arm, an example of the bulkier kind of Refe rendum.”” 

“ What's this about the Referendum ?” said Lord Meadsbridge as he strolled up and greeted the old gentleman 
with a smile of protest. ‘ No party-politics allowed within earshot of Boy Scouts, you know!” 

“ My dear host,” said the quiet voice, “there are other things besides party-politics that may be classed as 
Referenda—in the sense that they need to be submitted for approval to the public intelligence. And such are the 
contents of this parcel of which | propose to present a facsimile to each troop of the Boy Scouts at whose evolutions I 
have to-day had the great pleasure of assisting. Had the political wisdom it contains been of a partisan colour I should 
never have permitted myself to make this offering in such a quarter!” 

“ My dear Mr. Puncn,” said his lordship, “though I am only a Backwoods Peer” (here he howed and smiled 
to Blagden), “ yet I have read your E pilogues for years and years, and I have wit enough to guess how this one is 
going toend. You are about to say—— 

“T am,” said Mr. Puncn (for it seems that he had been correctly accosted) ; “I am about to say that I hope 
to have the honour of presenting to each troop of your Boy Scouts an early specimen of my 


One Hundred and Chirty-FZinth Volume. 
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‘I do not take your bet,” said Blagden, “ firstly because I am not a betting-man, and secondly because I think 
I should lose my money. But it is our business as the People’s Choice to save them, if necessary, from themselves. / 


oer 


for such things have happened before—supposing the Tories came back one day; and supposing they passed a Bill so | 


prospect that I should deplore on the ground I have mentioned. Where would your party be then without tho : 


“Ah,” said Joynes, “if Revolutions are to be part of the game, perhaps we shan’t have to wait till the | 


; ; : aa . ° . , ' 
“Don’t let’s talk of Revolutions,” said a quiet voice beside me. I looked and saw an oldish gentleman of a | 
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